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The rains had not come for a long time. The land was dry and looked as If 
it was going to catch fire. People prayed for rain and asked the rainmaker 
to help but no rains came. 


Foods from last years harvest were 
getting low and if the rains did not 
come soon there would be hunger. 


The last rain came a year ago. 


come again. It woellg 
return. . 


Sometimes the neighbours would say that they did not have 
enough water for themselves and would not give any to Bi 
Mgogo. Bwana Mgogo was too proud to go to ask for help but 
sometimes he had to swallow his pride and go to ask. 


At night when they lay on their mat they would not go to 
sleep. Each one of them would be thinking and praying. 
But now they were too old to have children. They did not 


stop thinking and thinking is not difficult. Thoughts never 
refuse to come. Sometimes you don’t want thoughts to 
come but they do, especially the ones that make you sad. 


One night Bi Mgogo had a dream. She dreamt someone telling her to 
mould a little boy from the brown red earth near her house and keep the 
little boy in a big earthen‘pot for nine months. After nine months she was 
told she would find a boy and she should call her Katope, which means 
‘made out of mud’. But before the nine months were over no one should 
look in the pot. She was also told that after he was bom rain must never fall 
on Katope. If it did, he would tum into dust and disappear. 
There was still food but people went long distances to find water whereve 
they could find it. Families with strong children were lucky. Their 
children could go far to fetch water and not be so tired. 


It was at times like this that Mr and Mrs Mgogo felt sad 
and lost. They had no children and they were no 


longer so strong to till the land and to fetch the 
water. They asked the neighbours to help them 
and they often got help but help is not like w 
Is your Own. 
In the morning she told her 
husband about the dream. Her 
husband asked her what she 
dtod | 


| have told you my dream. Do you think we should do as | was told in the 
dream?’ she answered. 


“No. | don’ think we should,” he replied. 


“Why not? May be it will happen. We can have a child to 
help us,” she said. “No, my wife. We should not try. We 
have lived like this all the years and we should not try to, 
change now. Were you not told in your dream that rain J 
must never fall on the child? Does that not mean also that 
no water should fall on him; that he cannot be washed?’ 


“Yes. But would it not be wondertul to have this child? And 
about rain falling on him, where is the rain? We can keep 

him from the rain and from water. That would not be difficu 
to do. We can think of other ways to keep him clean. And | 
dreams are dreams. We are not sure that this dream will Cor" gaaems 
true. So, why don't we try and see? If there is no child after the iy 
nine months, we shall go on living the way we have always lived. 
If there Is a little boy then, oh, how wonderful it will be?” she 


replied. . . ST -. a oo Se 


dream becomes true then | shall also be happy,’ he concluded. 
“SO, what are you waiting for? May be | can help you. We should start.” 


.. She was overjoyed. She would have gone ahead with her dream alone if he 
| had not supported her, but it is better ifa dream is shared. And so they 


started. 

They dug a wide hole in the ground in order to get good brown soil. 
They mixed it with a little water and kneaded it into a thick paste. They 
ade sure the soil was of the same colour and that there was no dirt or 
unwanted articles in it. 

They had never before created anything by moulding brown 
earth. But they had so much love already for the little boy 
‘that they would make him the most handsome. 


They started with the head, because they wanted their little 
boy to think. They also hoped to get ideas from the head 
about how to create the rest of the boy’s body. They put 

eyes so he could see and ears so he could hear. 


“Let us give him good eyes and good ears so he can see and 
(Sten to us really well; see the clouds when they are forming 
~ and run home before it rains on him,” said the wife. 

“Oh, yes and a mouth so he can laugh and sing,” said the 
setualaas'*: 


“| think you forgot another job of the 
mouth,’ she said. 


“What?” he said with surprise. 
“Well, so he can eat. In my dream | was not olde 


he can not eat.” 
“Ofcourse who lived without eating?” said the father 
And so they started. They first moulded a round ball 


like head. Before they could start putting on the eyes and 
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ears as well as the nose, they had an argument. 

One said, “‘It is too big.” Another said, “It is not big enough.” One said ‘the 
ead Is not as round as a ball,’ another said, ‘‘but this one can have a round 
head if we want it so.”” On and on. “The eyes must be dark and 
deep.” 


_ “No they should be luminous and light.” 
‘But this is not going to be a girl. He cannot be as beautiful as girls 
~ are.” 
“Why not?” 
-™ “Because It is the difference that attracts boys to girls and girls to 
», DOYS” 
. ‘| hope you are not saying that beauty attracts ugliness and 


™~" 


_ ugliness attracts beauty.’ 

“No. | am not saying that. But you know what | mean. You are 
beautiful. | am not ugly but | am different from you and that is 
; why | love you.” 

Well, now | think | understand. May be the boy should look 
‘like you. Then he will not be beautiful but he will be 
attractive.” 

» “See? | knew you would understand. But let us go on. We 
have finished the head, and neck and shoulders. Now we 
must put on the hands; long and strong.” 
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And they put on the hands and the stomach and the hips and the 
legs, so strong he should be able to run fast and keep away from 
rain. And the fingers and toes were long and strong. The nails 
were not too long because they would be full of dirt from playing 
in the dust. 


They added some mud here and some there, built the ears and 
nose and then placed the little mud boy in the sun to dry. They 
were very happy with their work and now they had'to do as she 
was told. When he was dry they put him inside a big earthen pot 
and covered it and waited for nine months before looking inside. 


Waiting that long was not easy. They were tempted to look 
inside the big pot —s 
but they resisted. 
They counted each 
day. The closer the ¢ 
end of the nine 
months came the 
harder-it was but 
they resisted. 
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Finally the day came and together they approached the big pot and 
opened it, not sure whether they would find their little boy. But 
there he was, the little boy smiling at them and much bigger than 

the one that they had put in the pot nine months ago. 


They took him outside and they were overjoyed. He was not like 
those little babies who don't laugh or even smile and who cry all the 
time and don't say why they are crying, or what they want. They 
think that their parents will understand them but they don't and so 
they cry and cry and cry and they and their mothers don't 
understand one another Some mothers also cry because the 
babies are crying and they do everything to stop them from 

crying. Sometimes tt would probably be better to leave the 

babies to cry until they got tired. But mothers do not 

understand that babies have a right to cry and that they have 

, the right to cry about their right to cry. But their little boy did 
i not want to cry. He wanted to play and that was good for the 
. parents too who wanted to play with their little boy. 
They played all the time. The old people found themselves 
getting younger too. They were not as tired as they used to be. 


The boy wogild do many things ant@iwvanted Ms p: 
him. Some times he woulderugean@"SS round the _bew 
hide himself and the parents wouldsalsON@emth@ Same. yintilit 
became difficult to tell the child fron#the aden. 
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rs he was big and did not want 


strength. He asked them to take 


Hf , 


a long time they resisted but 
to deny 
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Before they did that they remembered about the rain and they told Katope 
to always watch out for the rain and must run home fast so that the rain did 
not fall on him. He asked why, but the parents thought it better not to tell 
him the reason because then he would not be able to play freely and he 
would think he was different from the other boys and that would make him 


unhappy. 


But his mother sang a song to him every day so that he may remember It all 
the time. | am not a good singer like Katope’s mother so | cannot sing for 


you the song. But these were the words of the song. 


Katope, Katope, Katope child of earth and water 
Katope, Katope Katope child of hope and dream 
Katope Katope, when you see clouds form 
Katope Katope and they are dark and heavy 
Katope return home,.Run,,.run, before the xain falls 
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And they sent him to where the other boys played the games that 
boys of the plains played. They run, they wrestled and they 
fed.the game of pia. They would also sing and 

imitate thel ing stories to their children. So 
hen it was hot in the afternoon and they lay in the 
Je of the baobab tree they told stories to each 

: other and-sang their parents’ favourite songs. 


And when it was Katope’s turn he sang his mother's 
ee favourite song, 
~ Katope, Katope, Katope child of earth and water 
Katope, Katope Katope child of hope and dream 
-_ Katope Katope, when you see clouds form 
- Katope Katope when they are dark and heavy 
return home. Run, run, before the rain falls on you. 
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__One day as the children were playing clouds started forming. The children 
~~ continued to play and Katope did not realise that the clouds would soon 
o rain. He was enjoying playing so much he forgot. But his friends did 
: orget and so they reminded him his mother's song and Katope began 
tun home. He ran and ran and ran, increasing his speed as he did so. 
| And just as soon as he entered their house it began to rain. 


His mother scolded him and reminded him about the song she 
always sang for him .She told him he had arrived just in time 
before the rain fell. If he had been late to start or slower, the 
i rain would have fallen on him. 
But Mother why? The children | play with do not have to run 
yome when clouds gather? Why are their mothers not afraid of 
rain? Katope asked. 


she could not tell him. She was afraid that if he knew he would 
e so afraid that he would not leave the house. And what would he 
do if he did not go to play with his friends? He would not be happy, 
. and children have the right to be happy and happiness for them 

oy | comes through play. 
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That night his mother sang the song for Katope many times. The rain season 
had come and he must be very careful. He must always watch he sky. He 
must not go to play far away from their house and he must leave as soon as 
the clouds started gathering. 


But children are children. They listen but they forget quickly when it comes 
to play. Katope listened but he forgot quickly. So, the next day he went to 
play again. And it was farther from where they played before. And they 
played, and laughed and happiness was all around them. And it made 
Katope forget to look at the sky. And it made his friends forget to remind 
him about his mother's song. And the clouds formed quickly and became 
dark and threatening. When he looked up because It was getting cold, 
Katope remembered his mother's song and the children told him to run 
quickly. 


Katope ran. Katope tried hard to beat the rain. The rain was falling behind 
him and he must run to beat it to their house. Was the rain also trying to 
catch him? May be it was may be it was not. The rain also has to fall. It 
cannot stop itself, and it cannot stop because of Katope. 


But Katope was lucky again. But just. The rain caught one of his heels. For a 
few days he could not go to play. But after a week he had forgotten. He 
was ready to go to play again. His mother could not stop him. She said to 
herself, ‘one day he will go. The rain will take him. But it is better he plays 
and |s happy than if he is unhappy and then we are also unhappy. What 
comes goes and what goes comes. That is how he came,’ she went on 
speaking to herself. 
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_ He went to play many times after that. Every time he arrived 
“a home just in time before the rain fell all over him. But, but one 
day Katope forgot and his friends forgot too, and by the time they 
saw the rain and he began to run, it was very near. He could see 
xeir-house in the distance and thought he would get there before 
he got soaked. His mother was standing In the doorway looking in 
the direction that Katope would be coming from. Katope could 
also see his mother and his mother could see him. 
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ise¢m@ther ran towards him as he also ran even faster after seeing 
jer, By the rain was faster and heavier and by the time 
" éy were about to meet, Katope had 
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She did not cry. She knew that another mother far, far away must have 
prayed to get little Katope and so her Katope was now with another 
mother who was as happy as she had been. And there ends the story of 


Katope. The children who played with Katope now listen to their mothers’ 


wamings because they have heard the story of Katope who forgot his 
mother's warning about the rain. 
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